THE SECOND AFTERNOON

Mere Bonbon looked round contentedly at the bottles
of beer set out over the table.

" Sante !   Sante I " she wheezed.

Everybody sipped from her tumbler and looked with
weary politeness in Waterlow's direction. A girl at the
end of the table made some coarse remark in a deep husky
voice, and Mere Bonbon shook with merriment.

" Jhj la rosse!" she panted, her big ear-pendants
tinkling as her head wagged.

Then she beckoned Eugenia to her and whispered a
direction. The maid-of-all-work presently returned with
a small basket full of fragments of red glass.

Once more everybody had to hear the history of that
lamp, of Mere Bonbon's military romance, of what life
was in Marseilles thirty years ago, of her intention to
settle in Algiers and open an hotel for tourists, of her
lover's death from small-pox, and of all the other might-
have-beens of Mere Bonbon's career. Thus, she con-
cluded with a flow of oily tears, it might be seen by one
so intelligent as monsieur le capitaine that in breaking her
lamp it might be said that her heart had been broken
anew.

Waterlow nodded sympathetically. But how had it
happened exactly ?

" Jdele va tout exposer" Mere Bonbon sniffed. " Jdele,
mon bijou, raconte a monsieur le capitaine comment ma
belle lampe se cassait. Oh, mon dieuy mon dieu, je ne
verrai plus ma belle lampe. Oh! quel malheurl Quel
malheur!" She began to weep again, at which the
visitor suggested more beer.

Mere Bonbon smiled through her tears, and dispatched
Eugenia to the cellar again. The first round had hardly
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